
Poems* 

And for they look’d but with divining eyes# 

They had not ftill enough your worth to fing : 

For we which now behold thefo prefent daycs, 
Haye eyes to wondcr,but lack tongues to praife. 


Poems * 

Were it not finfull then driving to mend. 

To marre the fubjed chat before was well# 

For to no other paffc my yerfes tend. 

Then of your graces a ndycur gifts to tell. 

And more 3 much more then in my verfecan fir, 
Your owne glaffe fhowes y ou,whcn you looke in it# 


Amazement* 

iyf Y love is ftrengthned though more weakc in Teeming 
iYA I love not lefle,though leffe the fhow appeare, 
That love is marchandiz djwhofc rich efteemjng, 

The owners tongue doth publilh every where. 

Our love was new# and then but in the fpring# 

When I was wont to greet it with my laies# 

As Philomel in Summers front doth ling. 

And flops his pipe in growth of riperdayes: 

Not that the Summer is leffe pleafanr now 

Then when her mournefull himmes did hufhthe nighr, 

But that wild tnuficke burthens every bow. 

And Tweets growne common loofe their deare delight. 
Therefore like her I Tometime hold my tongue : 
BecauTe I would not dull you with my Tong. 

Alack what povertie my MuTe brings forth. 

That having fuch a skope to (how her prides 
The argument all bare, is of more worth. 

Then when it hath my added praiTe befide. 

Oh blame me not if I no more can write / 

Looke in your glaffc and there appearcs a face, 

That overgoes my blunt invention quite. 

Pulling my lines, and doing me diTgracc* 


W 


A Livtrs exettfefer his long ab fence, 

/^Never fay that I was falle of heart , 

^Though abfencc Teem’d my flame to quallifie. 

As cafte might 1 from my felfe depart. 

As from my foulc which in thy breft doth lye ; 

Ttatismy homcoFlovc,if J have rang’d# 

Like him that travels I returnc againe* 

Iuft to the time#not with the time exchang’d# 

So that my Tclfe bring water for my ftaine, 

Nerer btleeve though in my nature raign*d# 

All frailties that befieee all kinds of blood, 

That it ceuld fo prt pofteropfly be ftain’d. 

To leave for nothing afl thy lumme of good X 
For nothing this wide Vniverfe I call# 

Save thou my Rofe,in it thou art my alj. 

I Alas ’ti$ true, I have gone here and there. 

And made my felfe a motley to the view, 

Gor’d mine owne thoughts, fold cheape what is moft deare. 
Made old offences of affe&ions new. 

Mod true it ii$that I have loqkt on truth 
Alconcc and ftrangely ; But by allahovc, 
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